KRISHNA KUMARI

there daily to feed her with blood of goats and buffaloes'
and wild deer.(34) At night the hill is on fire, and no one
dare go near it5 for the Great Place of Burning is ringed
with hoods of cobras, the Snake-King and all his armies
dance there. And the Goddess herself dances in the old
flames of our mothers' dying; and our mothers who died
with their lords are with her, heryoginis^(Zb) dancing madly
in the light of the jewels in the cobras' hoods. Kali is
our Queen and Mother. AH through the centuries our
land has worshipped her, and she loves us above all lands.'
Men call her cruel and pitiless; but they do not know her,
nor how deep is her pity and how vast her compassion.
I have seen her in my heart, and I know that this dreadful
dance of hers is but her playing. Time is her theatre, and
in it she sports. She tests us by fire and battle, ever calling
us to herself through this delusion, (dfter a pause.} Do
you think my father will come soon?

LAKSHMI: Oh, I am sure he will.

KRISHNA : Yes, I am sure he will not let me die with-
out bidding me farewell My dear father! (She becomes
silent.) And my mother, too, must soon be here. I have
said farewell to everyone else. Lakshmi, this world is glass,
and the stone which Death flings shatters it, and our
Image in it vanishes. Age after age, this has been happen-
ing. Mother and father and friends, these are only the roots
of illusion, and we make ourselves unhappy because we
think them to be real. (Childishly grave and sweety she
goes up to LAKSHMI and puts her arms about her,) Do not
our sacred books tell us that even the sun and mpon and
the shining stars, the candles of this theatre where our
Mother plays, will one day be blown out? There is a
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